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entered the kitchen, he began  to  talk about household
affairs.
"I must ask Nikolai to bring us some wood. Not much
left. Just take a look at your Pavel, nenko. Instead of
punishing the rebels, the bosses seem to have fed them up."
The mother laughed. She was still dizzy with joy and
her heart throbbed sweetly, but a sense of prudence and
propriety made her anxious to see her son, his usual calm
self. Everything was too wonderful, and she wanted this
first great happiness in her life to be preserved in her
heart for all time as strong and vital as at this moment.
Fearing it might diminish, she hurried to cage it up, like a
birdman who has unexpectedly caught a rare specimen.
"Let's have dinner. I don't suppose you've had any,
Pasha?" she said, bustling about.
"No. Yesterday the jailor told me they had decided to
let me go, so I couldn't eat or drink a thing."
"The first person I met when I got out was Sizov," Pavel
went on. "He crossed the street to say hullo when he saw
me. I told him he better be careful, I'm a dangerous per-
son these days—under the surveillance of the police. He
said it didn't matter and asked me all sorts of things
about his nephew. Asked me if Feodor was behaving him-
self in jail. 'How can you behave yourself in jail?' I an-
swered. 'Well,' he said, 'I hope he hasn't been squealing
on any of his comrades.' IWhen I .told him Feodor was a
good fellow, honest and clever, he patted his beard and
said proudly, 'There aren't any black sheep among us
Sizovs.'"
"The old man's got brains," said the khokhol, nodding
his head. "I've had lots of talks with him. A good sort.
Are they going to let Feodor but soon?"
"I. think they'll let them all out. They haven't anything
against them except what old Isai says, and what could
that be?"
The mother moved back and forth, without taking her
eyes off her son, Andrei stood at the window with his
hands behind his back, listening to what he was saying.

